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MRS. FLORENCE ABRAHAMS 
A LONDON BUS CONDUCTOR, 
SAW THREE MEN CROWD 
ANOTHER MAN TRYING TO 
GET OFF THE BUS. THEN THE 
THREE MEN CHANGED THEIR MINDS 
ABOUT GETTING OFF. BEFORE THE BUS 
STARTED, THE MAN THAT GOT OFF CALLED 
OUT THAT HE LOST HIS WALLET. MRS. ABRAHAMS 






(Inspector strub was 
called to investigate a 
suicide. upon examining the 
body, he discovered a bullet 
lodged in the head and be- 
side the head he found a 
toupee without a bullet 

HOLE IN IT. TWO MEN Wh. 
WERE STANDING BY SAID 
THEY SAW THE VICTIM. 
QUICKLY DRAW A GUN 
AND SHOOT HIMSELF. 
THE INSPECTOR IM- 
MEDIATELY PLACED 
THE TWO MEN UNDER 
ARREST ON SUSPICION 
ON MURDER. WHAT 
CLUE TIPPED OFFTHl 
INSPECTOR? 
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QUICKLY BLOCKED THE DOOR AND SENT THE DRIVER 
FOR THE POLICE. WHY DID SHE SUSPECT THIS 
WAS R0B8ERY? 
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•<HE NICKNAME MACHINE ©UN GROGAN 
' STUCK. ..AND HB WAS A TOUGH GUY 
TO EVERYONE BUT HIS WIPE 




YOU'RE GETTING 
OUT OP THE SEER 
RACKET... INTO 
SOMETHING 3iG 
OR I'LL KNOW 
THE REASON 
WHY/ 





AIN'T IT FUNNY, GEORGE. 
I WAS MEANIN' TO PINO 
YOU. I CAN USE YOU .' 




WE'LL GO IN FOR REA. 
DOUGH. WITH YOU 
HOLOiN'THE GUN 
AND ME PLANNIN' 
THEM— WE'LL BE 
UP THERE IN NO 
TIME. BUT WE NEED., 
A HIDE- 
OUT/ 




£?HW NEW COMBINATION STRUCK AGAIN 
"V AND A«AIN, AND EARLV |N|fl34 ( HAD 
COMPLETED A RECORD r*U/V\0ER OF 
SUCCESSFUL ROBSERiES 




. j helr technique was always the 
'same... 



r could 
wave killed vou all 
with that burst, now 
stand still or the 
nexttl/vne i'll shoot, 
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PTER EACH JOB-THEV RETURNED 
TO THE FARMHOUSE 



WHERE DO WE 

FULL THE NEXT, 




ain't figured 

IT VET 



there isn't 








•MB BMR WAiTCC? POR wEE<S UNTIL 
AN OPPORTUNE MOVANT aRR'VBP... 

AMP TMffN !\| JULY, 1^3* 

HSRS'S O-R CMANCe AU. u'STEn 
*Mlf ANC? /A*6 CHAR-ES BuAiR ARE 

holPins a carp party at their 
hoa^b tomorrow gven.n*.... 

8.*- 3.A- BLAH. ' 




/&FTgR A LONG-, WASP RIPS PROM 
K^OKLAHOMA CITY, 3ATES ANPGROGAN 

ARRIVEP AT THE gL PASO PARM WITH 

THEIR VICTIM.... 



ITS A30UT TIMS YOU 
C30T HERE. THE PIVE 
O'CLOCK PLANE JUST 
PASSEP.THE WHOLE 
PAY IS SHOT. 



{jfl HILE NEGOTIATIONS WENT ON FOR 
»^HIS RELEASE, 3LAIR SPENT NINE 
PULL PAYS 3LINPPOLPEP...SUT ALERT.., 




GgVERAL PAYS LATER, 
CaETER MIS RELffASE, 
3LAIR ARRIVEP SAPELY - 
HOME ANP THE PSI WAS 
CALLEP IN ... - 




YES. ONE THINS. EVERY 
PAY AT PIVE O'CLOCK 
A PLANE PLSW PBECTLV 
OvEPhEAP, PLYING 
WEST. 

JACKSON, 

CHBC< EVERY 

AIRLNE. 

PINP OLIT WHICH 

ONE HAS A 

PIVE O'CLOCK 

PLIGHT HEAPING 




THERE IS A PLIGHT OUT 
OP EL PASO, GOING WEST. 
I HAVE OUK EL PASO 
OPPCE CHECKING EXACTLY 
wweaE it will 0E AT 
PIVE O'CLOCK. 



CJOOC WORK. WE 
HAVE A PEW MORE 
AEAPS. THEV GOT THEIR 
WATER PROM A WELL, 
ANP MR SLAlR HEARP 
HIS CAPTOPS TALKING 
ABOUT A SURN50 
CORN PlELP IN TWE 
AREA. 




cut it our, 

VOU TWO / 


^ HE'S "Nr 

WELSH // 


NO0OCV 

CAULS AAE 

A WELCHES. 

I'LL KILL 
HIW.... 
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UT"/V\(?S 5(?0©AN WAS WHONO. 
POS PVSN AT THAT MOMBNT... 







SATES. GROOAN AND HIS WIFS 
weRS SENTENCED TO LIFE 
IMPRISONMENT FOR THE KID- 
NAPPING OP CHARLES BLAIR... 

THE WOES OF CRIME /S ..DEATH// A 
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NOBODY TRUSTS 
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4n PBW, IF aZZ A C -*"&WT/ THEM 

<* * *OOlfi E "op Cf* T . HE c °"*A»s 
MI6HT fir,,, Yl , TM ' 3 *UW>» 
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WELL. THIS IS HOW IT ALL BE- 
GAN- DETECTIVE HAL KON50N 
Of THE LOFT SQUAD WAS OM 
A LATI TOUR OF PUTV ONE 
MISHT WHEN THE SOUNP OF 
ALAS* BBC4KINO RAN& 
TH*OU*M THE PESEBTBP 
STREETS' 





UWN A8BIVIN* AT THE SCENE HE MUST HAVE CAUOHT 
THE CKOOK IN THE PROCESS O* ENTERING THE SHOP" 
APPAREMTLV WHEN HE CHALLENGE? THE MNPfT 
MIS AMSWf 8 WAS A HOAX OF SUNFIRf ■ 





TWO WEEKS PASSED WITHOUT A 9RBAK IN THi 
CAM -THEN WE HIT UPON A NEW PUN. AFTER A 
MARCH OF OUR PERSONEL FILES WS CALLED A 
YOUNS ROOKIE COP WHO'D MAO A SIT OF ACTING 
IXPCfllENCI — 






MOM THAN THAT-YOULL 
THY TO JOIN THE 6AN0 
THAT AREA / WE WANT TO 
ROUNP UP THE WHOLE 
BUNCH ONCE ANP FOR 



I HOP! IT WORKS. CHIEF/ I'P 
LIKE NOTHINO SETTER THAN 
TO 6ET MY HANP5 ON THAT 
KILLER ANP WHOEVER'5 




SO JARMEL BEGAN VlSlTIN© THE TAVERNS 
ANP POOL HALLS IN THE PESI6MATEP AREA. 
IT WAS A HARP PART OF TOWN TO MAKE 
FWBNPS IN " THEN ONE PAY— ffifflflffl j 

r SAY. PAL. CAN I BUY 
YOU A PRINK ? 









BLACKIfi WINCED AS ME AND JARAtEL SHOOK HANDS" SOME- 
THING WAS WffONO WITH HIS SHOULOER . JARMBL WAS SURE IT 
WAS 4 BULLET WOUND/ JACMEL WAS ALSO SURE BLACICIfi WAS 
HIS MAM/ 




SOAPY SAIO YOU 
WERE L00K1N6~ 
FOR WOK. EVER 
HANDLE A CAR 



I ALWAYS WENT WITH 
A 6UN-8UT I CAN 
DRJVE A CAR- -AW 
NEBP TH DOUOU' 




TVi JOB WAS 9CM0UISP P08 T« NEXT PAY 
TWY MET IN TMi MORNINO TO RICEIVE TMSIR 
INSTRUCTIONS " 



JARMEL.VOU ANP 
MARY COVER OUR 
ESCAPE FROM THE 





AS BLACKI6 WAS LSP FROM THE BANK HE SPOTTBP 
»©*PY~j- 







BUT I CANT UNPERSTANP IT, ANN- 
WE JUST DIG IN THE SAME SPOT.' 
■*'T YOU THINK ITS STRAN6E >J 





I'M JUST CRAZY ABOUT YOU. ANN.' 
I'D 016 TO CHINA WITH MY BARE 
HANP5 IP YOU ASKEP ME TO ' 






J - — ^ 

1 HEARD WHAT 
WENT ON / 60 
YOU'RE A CKOOK- 
A SWINDLER ' / 
FATHER SHOULD | 
KNOW THIS- 'I'M 1 
OOINO TO TELL / 
—-HIM/ jS 


V IF VOU MUST J 
) KNOW, IT'S ^ 
/ YOUR FATHER 

^ WHO'S THE -< 
r CROOK/ 1 WAS ~ 
TBVINO TO COVER 
HIM UP FOR YOU/, 




1 "~ ^r*4 
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THAT'S A LIE/ FATHER WENT INTO 
PARTNERSHIP WITH YOU BECAUSE 
YOU PROMIGED TO KEEP HIM BUSY/ 
HE'S NOT A THIEF/ 





MEANWHILE. AT THE TOOL SHACK. 
SAUNDERS PLANS HIS REVSNGS ■ 



WHEN THE AUTHORITIES REAP 
THIS LETTER, THERE'LL 0E A 
NEW FACE IN THE 6TATE 

pen/ , — yt 





The police are called by a 
passer- by who hearp the shot- 
ip every backpirb pboplb 

thousht was a shot, mm5 

/« shot. there p be an 

awful lot of peap 

PEOPLE/ 



AS ALL THE SUSPECTS ARE 
OATHEREP TOGETHER" 




I'M CONVINCED 
ONE OF THEM 
19 THE ^ 

MURPERER 




SERGEANT, YOUN6 HI&GINS IS THE 
KILLER/ I HEARP HIM THREATEN-^ 
IN6 SAUNDER& ' 





I WAS CLEANING MY ©UN WITH GRAPHITB OIL — I 
THINK A TEST OF THE OIL IN YOUR SKIN WILL 
SHOW THERES SOME OF THAT OIL ON YOUR 
HANP RI6HT NOW/ IT DOESN'T WASH OFF 
EASILY .' 



AND A CHECK OF *-— 
OWNERSHIP WILL PROVE 
YOU'RE A SWINDLER .' 




UNCERTAIN OF DEATH 



Old Cliff's breathing was shallow, hard. His 
face in the uncertain lamp light, seemed a yel- 
lowish white, strained and wrinkled with the 
pain that tore his body. 

"1 . . .talked ... too much . . ." 

Old Cliff's voire \anished into the hush of 
the cabin room, and Pat knelt, gripping one of 
the strong, veined hands. Something had hap- 
pened Pat had come here to see Old Cliff, 
hid found him sprawled on the floor, his shoul- 
der bleeding from the gun-shot wound 

"Who did it 3 " Pat questioned gently, "Cliff, 
ean you hear me' Who did it ; 

Again the deathly still of the cabin, with just 
the sound of the wind toying about the cor- 
ners of the little log building. Old Cliff's eyes 
flicked slowly and he w^as staring unseemgly at 
the beamed ceiling. 

*1 . . . couldn't . . .see . . - 

Again stillness. Pat rose. The -place was 
just so as was habitual with Cliff. He hated 
disordered rooms, was always fussing over 
things to have them just where he wanted 
them. . . . 

.But what had happened? Pat's thoughts 
shifted. He hadn't seen Clayton this afternoon 
at the ranch. And Clayton had been hanging 
around ever since Pat came West to take over 
the big stock ranch: Clayton had been the boss 
under Pat s Dad. until the latter died recently. 
And after Pat arrived. Clayton had been around 
as often as four or five times a day. to find 
out if Pat had decided to sell. 

It was OM Cliff who had tipped Pat off 
"Watch Clayton," Cliff had warned. He"« one 
bad hombre If I'd had my way years ago. I'd 
have run him out of the^ountry. But your Dad 
said he was okay in his way. Maybe he couldn't 
see the bad in Clayton; but I'm telling you. 
son, he wants the ranch and he'll get it one 
xvay or the other," 

Clayton had proved to be large, morose. He 
had made his offer in the fewest possible 
■words, and had gone away "when Pat claimed 
he needed time to get things straightened out. 
He hadn't liked Clayton, but there was evidence 
to prove the big man knew his stock. His good 
couldn't be completely ignored. 

It was dark outside. Pat swiftly bundled the 



wounded man up, got him into the station 
wagon and headed for town. Some thought was 
in his mind concerning getting Cliff there with- 
out being seen. He wasn't aware of it at the 
time, or any fixed purpose back of the task. 
And it wasn't until much later, nearly mid- 
night he realized tiredly then, that he cautioned 
Doc Sutter. 

Try to keep this hushed up," Pat told the 
kindly man of medicine. So far it's between 
' the three of us No one else knows . . except 
the actual would-be-killer, of course " 

"Any' ideas, Pat> ' 

'None.'' Clayton" flashed before Pat's mine? 
but he compressed his lips against the near- 
confession "Whoever did it evidently shot to 
kill. Maybe he even thinks he succeeded. And 
maybe it's the one thing that'll help us find 
out who the criminal is. So for the present, 
don't make any report to anyone and keep Cliff 
hidden here!" 

Early morning light was spilling across the 
range land, bright gold upon the brown grass. 
Pat breakfasted, then checked with Doc Sutter, 
learning that Cliff's condition was serious, but 
probably he'd pull through. 

About the middle of the morning Clayton 
showed up, thrusting his big body slowly onto 
the porch. He nodded briefly to Pat. 

"Make up your mind yet?" Clayton asked. 

Pat hesitated, feeling his body key up witb 
some unexplained warning within him. He 
tned to study Clayton's face and voice. There 
seemed nothing different from the other times 
he'd been here .... or was there? 

"Still thinking," Pat admitted quietly, "But 
not decided as yet. It's a money-making pro- 
position — " 

Clayton nodded, a flicker of inner thought 
showing through his heavy-lidded black eyes- 
"Yeah, but you're not the kind to make a go 
of it. I mean — " 

"Okay," Pat chuckled. "When I'm ready 
to talk business you'll be the first one". 

Clayton disappeared on the spirited roan 
he rode. When the distance had swallowed him 
up, Pat turned back into the cool depths of 
the ranch house. His mind was still twisting 
and turning . - . 



Dot Sutter called that afternoon What he 
had to say seemed important, brought Pat's 
thoughts to a peak. 

"'Clayton called in this noon time". Doc 
Sutter said. "Wanted me to stitch a gash in 
his hand". 

"Was he hurt badly?" 

Doc Sutter hesitated then said grimly, "Not 
as badly as I've known Clayton to be hurt, 
and go without attention". 

Later Par gave it further thought. There had 
been a hint back of Doc Sutter's words, per- 
haps a question, or even » warning. What 
had Clayton been after' Why had he gone 
to Doc Sutter' 

In town that afternoon Pat was satisfied 
to find that no one knew what had happened 
to Old Cliff. The only fact that seemed to 
strike some of Cliff's own cronies, was fhr 
fact that the latter had failed to show up 
the night before, joining the group at the 
general store. 

'"Even Clayton seemed interested," Mike Bliss 
admitted to Pat. "And it ain't like him to 
worry about anyone but himself. Think maybe 
somebody ought to ride out an' see if any- 
thing's wrong?" 

Pat nodded, heart quickening. "I'll go. I 
want to talk to Cliff anyhow". 

So Clayton was worried about the whereabouts 
of Old Cliff. Why? 

It was evening when Pat reached Old Cliff's 
cabin and let himself inside There was a tense 
feeling of expectancy within him, as he lit 
the lantern. 

It was an hour later when Clayton showed 
up. As he stood just inside the door. Pat 
was sure he saw something new about Clay- 
ton's massne face. Uneasiness, distrust, suspi- 
cion . . . 

Pat said, I haven't decided yet". 

Clayton's body jerked. His eyes shifted, tried 
to hold Pat's face, failed and shifted about 
the cabin again. The sound of his breathing 
was a sharply defined rasp against the still- 
ness. 

Clayton's voice was uncertain. "I . . . figured 
you might have made up your mind . . . 

"How did you know I was here ?'* 

During the silence that followed. Pat moved 
about the cabin cautiously. Clearly defined 
now was a sense of danger, a sixth sense that 



seemed to be warning him. Heeding the feel- 
ing, he moved slowly, working deliberately 
nearer to where Clayton stood. 

Clayton cried harshly, "I — I — what in 
blazes you mean?" 

Pat shrugged. "If you'd wanted to talk to me, 
you'd probably have looked for me at the ranch 
house. Why come here?" 

"I might have seen you start in this direc- 
tion — " 

"Sure you weren't interested in — Cliff? You 
seemed to be this afternoon." Pat waited, tensed 
and ready, letting the silence work upon the big 
man's nerves, seeing the changing look of his 
face as it became open alarm and suspicion. Pat 
probed gently, "why the sudden concern over 
Cliff?" 

Instantly, desperately, Clayton rasped, "Wh- 
where is he? What happened? I ain't seen him 

"Since the accident last night?" 

"You accusing me of shooting him? 1 didn't 
do it. I — " 

"You seem to know he was shot, Clayton. 
And nobody but Doc Sutter; myself and Old 
Cliff knew that. How do you know?" 

Clayton's body stiffened. Into his eyes came 
a crafty gleam of apprehension. 

Pat continued, "Sort of war of nerves. Clay- 
ton. We kept it hushed up for just that pur- 
pose. You shot Old Cliff to stop his talk. You 
were afraid he might influence me. When you 
went to Doc Clayton with a cut on your hand 
today — " 

Clayton'* snarl of cornered rage was cut 
short *<■ Pst Iraped and struck with the heavy 
branding iron And for a moment afterward he 
stood looking down at the still figure of the 
man on the floor. 

Psychological warfare had outwitted Clayton, 
and he had broken down under the uncertainty 
of not knowing what had happened to Old 
Cliff. If Doc Sutter or the sheriff had openly 
announced what had occurred, Clayton would 
probably never have cracked. He'd have been 
mentally capable of coping with a situation of 
that sort. But when it had played on his nerves, 
when the uncertainty of not knowing had gotten 
into his mind and eaten deeply upon his slug- 
gish thoughts, Clayton had cracked. 

Pat picked up a length of rope. He would 
need a new foreman, and knew he would have 
to wait only until Old. Cliff had recovered. 

By Justin D. Triem 
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WHEN TMB Bi& SHOW OPENED, 
NO ONE KNSW THAT THE STAB 
PBATURff WOULD BE MURDER.' 
IT TOOK THE MEDICAL EXAM- 
INERS CLEVER WORK TO CATCH 

THE "STAR PIRFORMBR" IN 

THIS DRAMA OP DEATH/ 



SHE'S WOWBRPUL.' NO WONPER 
SHE'S THE CIRCUS STAR. IP 
ANYTHIN6 HAPPENED TO HER, 
WE O ALL LOSE OUT.' SOME- 
THWS HAPPEN TO HER f IT 
N-T / I LOVE HE 



\ JOHN WC6T-- THE $1(5 TOP'S 
AMBITIOUS MANAOSR 






MANAGER JOHN WEST, ANXIOUS TO KE£P THE FS£M>ShiP OF LENNlE DAlt , SON OP 
CIRCU6 OWNER. ANP HIS FIANCEE, ARRANGES A CELEBRATION - -• 



TO TONI , WITHOUT WHOM THfi 
SHOW COUUP NOT ftO ON -AND 
LENNlE' 




NEWS OF THE CISCUS OWNER* MURPIR SPREADS 
LIKE WILD FIRE AMONO THE SNOW PEOPLE- 




|THf MBXC4L EXAMINER 
«OT UP AFTER TAKING ONE 
LOOK AT THE CORPSE. 



THIS IS ONE TIME WHEW 
THE MEDlC 5 6OIN6 TO 
NAIL THE KILLER •- 
OFFICER. GATHER 
EVERYONE ABOUND 
HERE, 



r 



THE ONE WHO PHONED THE POLICE * THE KILLER ' ME 

SA.P THS VICTIM WAS STRANGLED -HE MAY HAVE BEEN. 

AN ALTOPSY WILL TELL U* TWIT. ^TRANSLATION MARKS 

AFTER PEArTH.PO NO REMAIN" THERE'S YOUR MAN 

OFFICER. MR JOHN WEST ' J 7 

WITHOUT YOU. THERE 

WOULDN'T BE A CIRCUS. 
TONI.WE COULONT LOSE 
YOU EVEN TO LENNlE 
IT LOOKED SO EASY 
FUT THE BLAME ON 
THOSE TWO HAMS' OK 
DOC YOU OCT ME 




TNI Bid PLAI 




<$)N THE FIELD, A BUSINESS 
CALL IS MADE. 



OKAY, THEN, MR- MONACO, X WELL. WELL, 

'YOU'LL PICK YOUR CARGO ) I GUESS WE'LL 
UP AT EIGHT TOMORROW / SPEND THE 
MORNING. — < NIGHT IN 

LA POMA- 




THAT GUY'S MAKING 




NEVER MIND THAT/ >l 
KEEP THAT EXTINGUISHER 
ON THE RRE/weSTOl 
CAN SHIFT THE CARGO 
TO OUR SPARE SHIP AND 
MAKE THE RUN ON 
SCHEDULE/ 




yNW EVENING, AT A GAY NlQMT SPOT IN LA POMA 



THAT'S JORDAN, OVER 
THERE- HIS PLANE 
IS AT THE PlELD 
NOW. 



aha, so? then tonight ' 
'we must get into der 
Rubber cargo/ 



right/ the consignment of pure 
uranium is hidden in the plane. 
( had to set fire to the orig- 
inal plane. as i hid the uranium 
in the other plane and i wanted 
j"hem to use that plane 
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MY COUNTRY WANTS TO ATTAIN 

ITS RIGHTFUL PLACE IN, THE WORLD. 

THAT IS WHY WE'RE PUTTING ALL 

RESOURCES FOR THE DEVELOPMENT 

[OP AN ATOMIC BOMB AT THE DlS- 

.POSAL OF YOU GERMAN SCIENTISTS., 



YAH.'VE WILL OBTAIN 
OUR REVENGE UND 
CREATE A NEW WORLD 
RULED BY GERMANY, 
UND YOUR NATION 
WILL SHARE IN OUR 
GLORY t 



/OFFER HIM A FABULOUS \YAH I'LL PER 

1 PRICE FOR THE RUBBER } SUADE HiM 

CARGO WE MUST GET VrO 5ELL. TO 

OUR HANDS ON THE 1-V US. 

URANIUM TONIGHT' 



=£ 



*, . 



MR JORDAN, 'V- — -^/rtOW' THAT'S MORE' 

MY CONCERN WILL OFFER XTHAN THREE TIMES 

TOU IS.OOO PESOS FOR der?\what were get- 
rubber CARGO YOU HAVE /TiNG sorry, but 

.. FLOWN HERE. ^WE'VE DELIVERED 

^^ . J / THAT CARGO FOR A 

(( ^~». [ CUSTOMER AND W£ 

^ L \ V SIMPLY CAN'T SELL IT. 



HE REFUSES, DERE iSS* 
iNO WAY TO PERSUAPE 



HIM 



f I REGRET THE ClRCUM- 
) STANCES WHICH WILL 

'BEFALL. MR JORDAN COME,' 

i MUST CHANGE INTO MY wOR< 
CLOTHES- WE HAVE WORK TO 
DO TONIGHT/ 



A 



ZZater that night, after a gay 

EVENING-.. 

/BOY, THOSE SENORfTAS 
CAN DANCE, JEFF. MY 



TAKE CARE, MR. JORDAN 
S LOADED. DRESS IMMED 
ATELY. WE'RE ALL LEAVING 
TOR THE AIRPORT' 




Qh a short while, as the plane 



'A .GAININ G -ALTITUDE ■ 



LISTEN, EVERYBODY, PUT ON ^ALL RIGHT, 
THE OXYGEN MASKS NEAR ) JORDAN, BUT 
YOU. WE HAVE TO CLEAR ysTAYONTHE 
THESE MOUNTAINS At$D r - x COURSE I CAVE 
THEY'RE ABOVE TEN I YOU I'LL BE WATCH- 
THOUSAND FEET/>(lNfi YOUR EVERY 

MOVEf 



fil FEW MOMENTS LATER. THE CULPRITS TAKE 

ON A STRANGE ATTITUDE- .THEV ARE SLOWLY 

BECOMING UNCONSCIOUS AS THE PLANE FLIES AT 
EIGHTEEN THO USAND FEET 

ACH l NEED 
AIR I NEEo 

A « 



**r 



YOU TRICKED ME.JORWVN.' 

YOU TRICKED ME/ YOU DOG/ 

YOU OAMAGED THE MASKS.' 

I'LL GET YOU.' I'LL GET. 



OH NO 
YOU 
DON'T.' 



TAKE THE WHEEL. BOB.' 
I'M FORGETTING MY MANNERS? 
SISTER/ 'CAUSE YOU'RE 
NO LADY/ 



Pf5S 



START LOSING ALTITUDE. BOB." 
. WHILE I TIE THESE RATS UP/ 



ROGER' 






fOO< 



HOW'O YOU DO 
IT, JEFF? WHAT 
GOT 'EM ? 



«• 



OH-JUSTA LITTLE 

TRICK EVEN YOU WOULD 

HAVE THOUGHT OF..IUTELL 

YOU THE BIG SECRET LATER' 

WE'D BETTER RADIO THE 

FIELD THAT WE'RE COMING 

IN AND TO HAVE SOME 

COPS HANDY/ 



kv 



r ^ 



I STILL CAN'T FIGURE 
[ OUT WHAT THOSE RATS 
WERE UP TO/ 



^50 AHEAD BACK THERE, ^v/oKAY, e * BE • NOW 
1 JEFF, AND SHAKE ft OUT 
OF THAT GAL. I'LL 
LAND THE PLANE. 



_@^ 
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WE HID SOME URANIUM/ 
WHAT'S BEEN GOING JWHCH WE STOLE FROM THE 
ON HERE ? ^/UNIVERSITY OF NORACAS, IN 
VOUR PLANE THESE TWO 
GERMAN SCIENTISTS WERE GOING 
TO HELP DEVELOP AN ATOMIC 
BOMB FDR MY COUNTRY AND 
MAKE MY NATION THE 
MOST POWERFUL IN LATIN- 
AMERICAf 



<I>® 



ALL 1 EVER OID WAS 
READ ABOUT THE 
ATOM BOMB IN NEWS- 
PAPERS AND COMIC 
STRIPS. AND NOW I'M 
COMING IN CONTACT 
I WITH IT ON EVERY 
MISSION ... 



JJhE PLANt LANDS AND 

is greeted by the 

police: ■ 

^here's the airplane 
hi -j ackers/ hope 
you'll put 'em away 
for a long time ' 
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r WE WILL, 
.SENORS. 



AND HERE'S 
i THE URANIUM 
FROM THE 
UNIVERSITY. 
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HE NEXT MORNING, JEFF 
ANO BOB COMPLETE THEIR 
BUSINESS TRANSACTION 
WITH MR MONACO .. 



Were you are , mr jordan . 
/ 2,500 pesos for the 

safe delivery of, 
v my rubber ^/thanks, 
mr monaco, 
if ever we 
can be of future 
service to you , 
let us know 
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WELL. WE'LL BE 
BACK AT OUR 
HOME FIELD 
IN A FEW 
MINUTES, BOB., 



TEAH. IT LOOKS 
, MIGHTY PURTY... 
I I'M STILL WAITING 
'TO HEAP HOW YOU 

DID IT. JEFF; 



"jfi^S THE PLANE TAXIED IN — - 



ft***. 



OH THAT' IT WAS EASY 

I PUNCHED A FEW HOLES j 

IN THEIR MASKS. WHEN 

I GOT ABOARD TO MAKE , 

THE PRE- FLIGHT TESTS... 

THINK THEY'LL SHOOT 

THE BABE? 



WHAT DO YOU 
THINK THEY DO 
TO PEOPLE 
WHO SWIPE 
ATOM BOMB 
MATERIALS 
DOWN THERE? 
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©NE FINE SUMMER MORNING. MR SOURGRASS 
AND HIS WIFE SET OUT IN A ROWBOAT TO 
GO FISHING FOR THE DAY. 
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THAT AFTERNOON MR. SOURGRASS CAME 
ASHORE VERY EXCITED AND REPORTED THAT 
mk WIFE HAD FALLEN OVERBOARD AND DROWN- 

AMD HE TRIED TO REACH HER WITH HIS HAND, 

Su? SHE WAS JUST OUT OF H«S ARM REACH. 

t^PECTOR SCRAB ARRESTED SOURGRASS ON 
SUSS OF MURDER. SCRAB BELIEVED 
SOURGRASS COULD HAD RESCUED H.S WIFE IF HE 

I X TO WHAT LED HIM TO THIS CONCLUS.ONJ 

SOMOAIOV t^lH 3AID ION OinOM 
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VW DETECTIVES WERE AFTER A MAN ABOUT 
21 YEARS OLD, WHO WAS WEARING OVERALLS. 
THEV CHASED HIM INTO A VACANT HOUSE. 




A FEW MINUTES LATER THEY SAW A MUCH 
OLDER MAN DRESSED IN A SUIT, COME OUT 
OF THE HOUSE. ONE OF THE DETECTIVES 
APPROACHED THE STRANGER AND ARRESTED 
HIM . UPON SEARCHING HIM THEY FOUND A 
WOMAN'S COMPACT AND AN EYEBROW PENCIL 
IN HIS POCKET. HOW DID THE DETECTIVE 
KNOW THAT THE STRANGER WAS THE MAN 
THEY WANTED? 



*.NS WER UPSIDE DOWN 
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LIGHTS UP! 

LIKE BIGGEST. COSTLIEST 
TELEVISION SETS! 

• SHOWS BRILLIANT PICTURES 

in run. coiobi 

• HITS EVERY TELEVISION 
HIOH . . . EIGHTS AND AID 

• THRILLS YOU AND YOUR 
ERIENDS POP-EYEDI 

• ID . . . MAKES YOUR 
SAVINGS MOUNT UP EASTI 



Nobody ever bcfotr r • ihe.r excited 
eyes on anything so terrific as ihi» 
amazing new Television Bank' Your 
whole gang will be begging y«" ,or a 
look at Ibis new midget wonder! 

LIGHTS UP THf MINUTf YOU DROP 
COINI j uM c | jck j penny, nickel, dime 
or quarter imo top slot. fnstantl) your 
grand new Television Bank lichis up 
—in a big. Bit, » ,y ' In j spin scond. 
the screen leaps into daiiling liie' 

AND WOWI WHAT A PICTUREI 
Whether you go for •"aowie" shows 
(fights and such! or wjnt a dteam 
dance-team or peppy Cartoon, yOU »e 
got them— and MORI— right on th.> 
miracle Television Bank What I 
more, shining convex lens over screen 



gives you the brightest, clearest, pic- 
tures yet! 

TURN OF KNOB SHOWS NEXT EXCIT. 
ING PICTURE I When you've looked 
your admiring fill at one picture, rust 
turn center knob for next thrill-packed 
"show." Light goes out automatically 
as new picture appears! To light new 
puiure. bank another coin No less 
than SIX exciting pictures in all — 
a fight, dramatic dance team, tense 
rodeo scene, hilarious cartoon, swell 
figure skater and circus down w.ih 
his tritk dog' 

PUTS YOU is i MONEY -AljJ). 

EASTI Your savings pile up PLUM I • 
FAST — and with lh.ll matvelOUl new 
Television Bank! None ol fOUl 
friends, relatives or chance visitors 
can resist depositing enough to see the 



COMPLETE WITH 
BATTERY AND BULB! 



complete show! And with SIX won- 
derful pictures to see — you bank 
Rl Al MONEY just for letting them 
look' 

fdu'H & «eWSf .TOrWAIa. 
with grand new Television Bank! A 
console model, it's an exact miniature 
of the most expensive sets. Complete 
even to the handsomely painted-on 
speaker grille and dials. All metal 
ruggedly built bank, 4>/ t " * 4", hac 
smart mahogany finish. Automatic 
screen light powered by efficient, 
replaceable battery. CiUARAM I I 1) 
TO Dill' . YOU, bank comes 
compute with bulb, battery and strong 
key for opening and emptying out 
vour wealth of savings. 



. BE THE FIRST IN YOUR CROWD TO HAVE THIS WONDERfUl 

NEW TELEVISION BANK! .* E ™. "9 :*™!U -PJl p .» TP"«VJpP*!l . . 



NEWEST DECORATOR S NOTE 
TO All 0011 HOUSE OWNERS! 

Nothing •», \o truly luKUriOUl for the modern do'. 

houif 1 Thit b'oudlul nrw Televmon ft 
lo\» wvotk <r\ rlr-qo" f\*i O* *ur- 

n,1\,tr -molfi o \»wno.i 1 lo your dolk 

o w«ll oil VOUf 
friend. 1 

SE1BEE CO 2 »nt. It. teal .bbKu »m 1,1-1. I 



SEAGEE CO. DfpiwBB 
2 Allan Slraal. New York 2, N. Y. 

Please rush me my TELEVISION BANK 1 agree to pay 
postman SI 08 plus lew cents postage with «"<>«*»"' '"* 
that if I am not delighted I may return bank in S days lor 
lull refund ol purchase price. 



Nam* 



(Pltatt Print Plainly) 



Stree*- 



< it* 



Mate 



Q I enclose $1.98. You pay pc lagt Sar..e money-back guarantee 



